" To His Grace 


ta ME 


DUKEOt OR M O N D,« 


__, 


Lord Lieutenant of Il R E L A N D, 
On His return to that Government. 


Cer DF Ot that the Soul of Poeiv was flown, 
2 Or wanted Argument to Work upon; 

Or that the A1: was thick, or that the Muſe 
Was cramni'd witheale, or Bed-1id with diluſe, 
Has ſhe kept State, or Chamber, all this while, 
Or as'twas thought by ſome, forſook the Iſte; 

Bit that ſhemis'£, lince your departure hence, 

Her Patron, and his wonrt:d influence. 

Baniſht fron Pla'v's Common-werlh and trom 

Sint Ztiz's City, wanting You at home, 
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What could the do? thc rgv'd ore ground untrod, 
Daik as her Fancy, veitherirack, n:r 10de ; 
ad --o bu ER, ee ON . :-. = o 
Tiilcic'd wicl notions, fatisfied wich none, 
Sha tancy'd ont leyo; her wn, 
A man of P1125 orand N oo011120% 
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A man not fram'd of Acad-ats; And wicm 
Musfoitune might oppr-ls, nyc OVErconme: 
One, who lov'd Vertue for her ſelf ; an (till 
Was good, not by nec eſlity, but will : 
Who did , but what he CUzNE ; what's j:11t. 4nd fc . 
And never bia(t by an Appetue: 
Wo weigh'd himlelt, not by Opinion , 
But Conſcrence of a worthy aCEtion : 
Who, like the Sun, by hcw much higher, the leſs 
Hisſhaddow : V V ho never us'd power, to oppre's: 
A man who might (1nth1s ) with Ceſar VYC, 
Forgetting nothing bur an injury. 
VVrapcin that Melancholy trance, ſhe h: ard 
The Nameot Ormoxd! At that mighty word, 
She ſtretcht ; and fell co ruminate her dream, 
Not gueſling yet, whence ſhe had took the Theam; 
*Till calling inher Spirits, at next view 
' Found twas no more, than what ſh'ad sketcht from Ycu , 


You ! than in whom (Great Sir ) Achilles ſhield 
Did not more Mulrtitude, nor Mixture yield, 
Nor better put rogeiFer ; As in Paint, 
Tis nct the ſingle Colour makes the Saint, 
Nor all, ifnot well mingled ; T here mult be, 
Proportion too, and corre[/pondency : 
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Such is Your c'1ain of Vertue3 ; what elſewhere 
Lay lool-, and (catter'd , are conſtellat here ; 
Anlchoſeſo truly linke, 'tis hard to cell 

V Vhat's wanting , or, what unogreeable. 


V Vhat bat a foul fo fram d, had ever dar*d 
Stemme the late Torrent, and have not deſpair*d 
H:i: Maſlters f.,rtine? what ? what but a brea't 
Lin through with Cato durit have ſtood the Tet ? 
Or vo ' nor, whenth=: S.ndid diſappear, 

Have tins hat rrato a Merten ? 

Such tv =VYoun.; You! viiclmott alone , 
Durſt -ra 576m, 234 11. propa Crown ? 
Dur't, L whe 1cw.3al rime) retrive, 

And torc: ic :k v1 cs tourſaken Hive. 


In the late 
Rebellon. 


31c, Wi2 am [, waO thus preſume to raiſe 
> Trophy toY our Memory, not praiſe: 
i vur Urrcmult bloom ; and that laſt Duſt ſtand fate, 
V Viich has ewo Kingdoms for an Epitaph : 
Nor canit, till the Sea gives up its Dead, 
But Offory, and Arran, mult be read : 
Yet-----while You fill the Land, Tozr Son's the Sex ; 
V Vhere! where (Alas ! )thall the next Ormondbe 7 
He muſt, like Su/[tans , who themſelves allow 
To build no AMoſche, but what their Swords endow, 
He mult enlarge, cr {weat tor want of room, 
And croud himſelf within his Mrand{ires Tombe. 


Tombe ! Let itnot beram<d ; the Sounds too ſharp ; 
May Tou, yetlive, to tune our jarring Harp ; 
Sweeren her ſtrings , and make the World confeſs 
Diſcords , make Muſick more, but Kingdomes lefs : 
May Tour return ,like the encreaſe of Nle, 
Bode the like happy Omento this Iſle : 
Long may Tou ſhine,a Starin CH ARLE S his Wain, 
And diſarm*d Fortune, make Attaques in vain : 
Be, like the upper Region ſecur'd ; 
Not ſhook by Thunder, ncr by Clouds obſcur'd : 


T bus live ; Thu fhine ; Thur, Ages read yeurſtory ; 


And to Crown all E xchange Tour Grace, for Glo 'y. 


Jo. Wilſon. 
Licenſed Octob. 15, 1677, Roger L' Eſtrange. 


Pcinted by H, Brugis, for I. Vere, at the Angel without Newgate, 1677. 


